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Barter realised that he was talking about Geard; and with-
out delay he poured out his extraordinary story.
"It's that little boy who died this morning. They brought him
on a stretcher. I saw the kid once myself. His mother's a drunken
bitch, who lived in my house. I knew who it was the moment I
heard the woman's voice. Two terrible old trots, Betsy Burt and
Mrs. Carey, were with her when I saw the child then; and they
were with her just now. They all lived in my house. I fetched
the doctor once for this child myself. Dr. Fell said it was a sort
of epilepsy.5*
"Did he know they'd brought him, before he made his speech?"
Barter cast a hurried glance round the edifice in which they
were holding this intense and strange conversation. In his mind
there was the dim thought that there is something monstrous and
horrible about bringing the dead to life; something that inter-
feres with Nature and has an obscure -and shocking profanity in
it. He stared at what was around them in this queer building. It
was crowded with litter and scaffolding, for it was but half fin-
ished; but there was a peculiar personal quality in the work-
manship and in the materials, that separated it from all the newly
erected buildings that he had ever seen.
"It might be something erected to Geard," he thought, "rather
than by Geard!"
"Did he know they'd brought him, Tom?"
"How do / know what he knew? You know him better than I."
"I don't believe he knew," whispered John.
They were both silent then and something very peculiar passed
between them. There are certain topics which resemble certain
substances in the world, such as blood and semen and the lique-
faction of decomposition, in that they trouble some unique nerve
in human mortality and produce, even in 'the naming, a peculiar
frisson. Such a frisson they experienced now, and as they gazed
in each other's faces in this dim, littered, empty place; these two
cynical East-Anglians felt like dogs who had met an absolutely
new smell; dogs, let us say, who are sniffing at a new-fallen
meteorite!
"Dead? White and stiff and with that look, was he? And did
old Geard-------"